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I Cannot Pace Myself 


Indiscriminate absorption of questionable ideas 


Mark A. Thomas 

WSBJ.com 

Before opening God's refrigerator | let small bits of dirt 
introduce themselves to the bottoms of my feet. Timed 
to coincide with yesterday | wept at the thought of 
unpaid hours at religion’s gallows (See Figure 1), 
softening my anguish long enough so | could qualify for 
a seat on New York’s pathologically ornate train 
connecting the city’s network of fire escapes. © 


Limited Opportunity for Wookiees 


Chances remain slim for abandoned stuffed animals to 
find meaningful livelinood in Central Nebraska, where 
an aging population left the things of its childhood to 
beg for soil in which to grow. Cries for attention from 
over a dozen imprisoned Wookiees could be heard 
from behind bars at low-security prisons in Ogallala 
and Kearney, towns especially hard hit by the 
homeless stuffed animals crisis. 


Other creatures remain free, at least for now. The Wild 
Thing, most Nebraskans begrudgingly concede, will 


Wookiees continued on page 2 


INSIDE THIS ISSUE 


Stuffed Animals in Trouble 
Lather Up With Mustard 


The Week Ahead: Eggdroppers and a Headless Horse 


A Q N = 


All Things Scream When They Hurt 


May 2019 


Sandbags Land on Elephant 
Island 


An Arctic mission for thousands of tons of sand 


Mark A. Thomas 
WSBJ.com 


A preemptive attempt to contain traffic from anticipated 
horseshoe migrations have led Antarctic authorities to 
surround Elephant Island with sandbags. The primitive 


technique has proven effective on other planets, where 
catastrophic horseshoe swarms occur seasonally. < 


We Still Don’t Know Why They Call it 
the Blues 


The nuclear option, as proscribed by the Captain and 
Tennille, could hardly have come at a more opportune 
moment, according to media critics familiar with the 
pop duo’s determination to eliminate Christmas. 


Figure 1: Keepers of Your Religious Gallows 


“The Captain in particular had a deep-rooted hatred of 


Christmas, comparing it in some of his more strident 
critiques to the horrors of Nazi Germany,” said Gerald 
Thompson, media critic for the Arizona Dragon, an 
underrated publication underwritten by the Koch 
Brothers. Thompson continued: 


Christmas continued on page 3 
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Wookiees continued from page 1 


always run wild. Clyde the Space Alien, known to 
generations of infantilists for his reckless but guileless 
zooming from one end of the universe to the other, 
has taken his zoomage to Nebraska’s highways and 
Interstates, prompting comparisons between him and 
the Roadrunner cartoon character. 


Clyde, a proud raconteur, disputes the comparison, 
pointing to superior zerodynamic qualities of his 
zooming, which requires little contact with the ground. 


But the zooming cannot continue, local officials say, if 
Clyde and his brethren continue zooming in ways that 
interfere with day-to-day transport of trucks and buses. 
Clyde has promised to keep his zooming safe, but the 
one Wookiee that remains free has offered no such 
guarantees, demanding as a kind of ransom the 
freedom of imprisoned Wookiees not just in Ogallala 
and Kearney but also the less-publicized hostage 
situation involving as many as two dozen Wookiees at 
a community college in Omaha. 


Local residents, all of whom declined interview 
requests for this article, allegedly stored their stuffed 
animals in zipper bags, accidentally suffocating them 
in the stated interest of protecting against bedbugs 
and mites. One man’s words, overheard at a local pub 
in Ogallala, described a Monkey Puppet in a Barrel 
stuffed in a sealed zipper bag with The Chief, a 
character from Where the Wild Things Are. 


“It ain't right”, the man lamented. “You got Clyde 
zoomin’ around and that one Wookiee doin’ whatever 
the hell Wookiees do, then you got The Wild Thing 
running around wherever he wants. Why should | have 
to deal with having corpses of Monkey Puppet and 
The Chief rotting away on a shelf, right there in my 
bedroom?” 


Community officials have stepped up their quest to 
find meaningful work for The Wookiee and Clyde, 
while The Wild Thing appears in Ogallala only 
sporadically, evidently eschewing public approval. » 


Distinct Activities In Sudden Hell 


You didn’t tell me about the crossing guard. How 
would | have seen her? Chains of command defied 
your trifling maneuver that crushed a kingdom. | didn’t 
see you coming. She cancelled my naive reverie. No 
one heard wisdom smashing itself with its bare fists. 
Listen to the noise you made. Ignore féted whistles. 


Disregard untreasured baskets of calm. Instead you 
should thunder to your own death, not mine, while 
resurrecting your storied past poured and poured over 
me, until | gargled it, and drowned. Train yourself in 
lack of sympathy. Stand firm on your coarsely fragile 
foundation of unassailable privilege. | pass on the 
humiliation to a future generation, its inheritance like a 
message whispered by one schoolroom child to the 
next, until its original intent no longer matters. 


Lather Up With Mustard 


Not every step mattered. | mean, hundreds of 
individual movements had to cluster eventually, with 
weighted stickiness a symptom of eventual slowdown. 
Now you check your phone, assuming momentous 
politeness in advance of what awaits. The phone 
denies your tic of importance lofted to the future, a 
permanent answering machine message none will 
enjoy. 


Processes repeat, poisons intensify, and an exact yet 
undefinable sense of justice fills you to the freshest 
drop of blood. You cross the street. A woman walking 
the other direction makes eye contact at the instant 
you look at her breasts. She knows. Everyone knows. 
You question her taste in mustard as your mind drifts 
toward a hot dog. Hamster wheels start turning in your 
mind, commencing the day’s umpteenth decision- 
making process. Options quietly race through, silently, 
even, flowing against reasons for and against, interior 
debate never settled as distraction interferes. 


You forgot about the hot dog, and as historicity 
slithered along she forgot about you. 


Letter: Not Enough Pain or Woe 


As a tax-paying citizen born and raised in this county | 
would like to propose changes to fundamental 
assumptions we cling to as a society. Let pain flow 
through our veins as strongly as waves engulf the 
beaches of Java. Let misery reign, its symptoms 
everywhere as citizens hunker down, sitting on the 
streets because movement brings no solace. 
Inertness, the entropy of misery shall force our bodies 
to depress, until the weight of earth becomes our own. 
Let us lie mush-faced on the ground, stampeded upon 
by joyless beasts of our self-perpetuated jungle, that 
hoary, embittered swampland of our minds where life 
itself is a twisted, impoverished story writing us to 
death. Thank you. Helen Butterfield. ~% 
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THE WEEK AHEAD 


The city provisioned extra ambulances in advance of 
expected penalties levied against people who have known 
all along they had filled their reputation with little more than 
airless, suffocated lies. Expect trauma and dissent 
throughout the county as rebels take aim at triangulated 
government policy mistakes. 


CALENDAR OF EVENTS 
DIMINISHABLE DIALOGUE 


PLACE: ROOFTOP BAR AT 230 FIFTH AVENUE 

TIME: SEPTEMBER 3, 1982, 9AM-8PM 

A repeat gathering of strangers whose previous goal of 
making conversation shifted toward the opposite. Instead of 
laboring over words each participant offered one individual 
word each hour, as the others contemplated its meanings. 


NOCTURNAL EGGDROPPERS 


PLACE: TOP SHELF OF YOUR BEDROOM CLOSET 

TIME: TUESDAY, 3AM-7AM 

As you sleep a small but strength-filled team of nocturnal 
eggdroppers will move your body onto the top shelf of your 
closet, temporarily clearing away boxes of old postal mail so 
your body will fit in the space allotted. The eggdroppers 
intend to gather information from your sleep patterns for use 
in a video game described as an “entomological thriller’. 


JAZZ TRIO, FEATURING A HEADLESS HORSE OF THE 
ACCIDENTAL APOCALYPSE 

PLACE: IRIDIUM CLUB, 1650 BROADWAY 

TIME: WEDNESDAY, 9PM-11:30PM 

The head of “Victor Victorious”, the only horse to survive the 
1956 apocalypse initiated as a college prank, will be passed 
among audience members as the now-headless animal 
performs on saxophone. Both of the other members of the 
trio will be Jim Carr, one of the eggdroppers from Tuesday 
morning’s closet-stuffing research. 


RAPE OF THE COFFEE BEANS 


PLACE: 34-12 40™ STREET, ASTORIA 
TIME: THURSDAY, 5PM-8PM 


Several bags of fresh coffee beans will be savagely raped by 


angry malcontents from Astoria’s underground river of 
garbage. Stay away. 


Christmas continued from page 1 


“Toni Tennille was no shrinking violet herself when it 
came to Christmas but The Captain’s diatribes against 
what he considered the most diabolically insidious 
tradition in human history would cause blood to squirt 
from his eye sockets and antelope to spring from his 
ears.” 


Daryl Dragon, better known as the “Captain”, 
convinced not just his wife, Toni, that abolishing 
Christmas would save humanity. Dragon also 
converted thousands of disciples who staged monthly 
burnings and savage ritual beatings of piñatas in the 
likenesses of Santa Claus and Rudolph the Red- 
Nosed Reindeer. All available copies of A Charlie 
Brown Christmas were routinely purchased by these 
groups, then destroyed in bonfires across the country. 


Untrustworthy. Nothing she said made sense. 
Lies, confusion, insecurity. Jennifer Flynn 
represented society’s worst character flaws. 


But the Captain’s attempted atrocity fell short, leaving 
many in the anti-Christmas church he founded 
puzzled, and dismayed. As one follower, who asked 
that we not use his name, put it: “He ordered us all to 
wait for Santa Claus, even when we didn’t have 
chimneys at home, and to ambush the fatso before he 
could get away or deliver any presents. All these years 
| thought the Captain hated the commercialness and 
phoniness of the holiday season. Turns out he actually 
believes in Santa Claus, and had all of us believing 
with him. What a joke. So much beautiful, glorious 
anger over nothing.” % 


Figure 2: Jim Carr will be among Tuesday's 3am 
eggdroppers 
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ALL THINGS SCREAM WHEN 
THEY HURT 
LIGHT BULBS 


Light bulbs experience the greatest amount of pain in the 
moments after you turn them on. Electrical shock wakes the 
bulb with a clean, icy burn that only diminishes on account of 
the bulb’s successful capacity to immediately transform that 
blast of pain into what light bulb developers called the “rictus 
of light”. The bulb smiles as hard as possible to bring you 
light, silently screaming for mercy through a tight, urgent 
grin. 


MONEY 


Both paper and coin currency exist in a continuum of regret, 
their physical qualities regarded with the same 
thoughtlessness whether spent or saved. A quarter might 
spend half its life buried in vending machines among other 
coins, unable to breathe or move to any kind of comfortable 
position. Paper bills gnash and cry a little at the crumplement 
in your fist and pockets, joking among themselves how they 
would actually welcome being used as toilet paper. The 
screams of money only reach certain types of infants, who 
retain no memory of hearing them. 
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Comblike Fingers 


She strokes me like a pterodactyl used to 


Waiting for my jellied past to resurrect its overdue 
appointment with today | let her graze my back with 
studied, unhurried fascination. She had 47 fingers with 
nails as long as my lustrous heredity. | felt each nail, 
singularly, as tangled sensations moved from outer 
flesh to inner gut. Her 36" fingernail scraped my neck. 
Blood oozed. She spread the blood around my neck 
and onto her face. The injury healed quickly, but not 
before a spigot of acid leapt from her mouth, entering 
my bloodstream and causing nervous tics and twitches 
| still experience today, four thousand centuries later. 


| see no reason to think a study of napkin usage 
among the homeless would have any relevance 
to vandalism of religious statues. 


We talked of making cake or fertilizing orchids with the 
mix of her acid and my blood. But religion and family 
obligations made such plans complicated. We started 
fucking and we never, ever stopped. m 
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